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The ship hung a thousand miles 
above Earth, like a black forecast of 
doom. But the aliens were in no hur- 
ry. First, there was the usual council 
of war. After all, a space ship, even a 
giant intergalactic cruiser, could car- 
ry only so much fuel, only so much 
destructive force. It would not do to 
dissipate either needlessly. Yet, by 
the same token, the ship's mission 
was to seek out and destroy any life, 
on any planet, which might one day 
challenge the domination of the 
aliens' home world. 

Quietly, leisurely, the war council 
decided. The planet below showed 
definite signs of intelligent life. There- 
fore, it must be destroyed. Ind, the 
ship's commander, gave the order: 
"Battle procedure, all beams and de- 
structive devices, full power." 

The alien ship dropped. Not swiftly. 
There was ample time. And from his 
control screen Ind watched the bluish 
ball below grow larger, larger . . . 

"Full halt! Hover!" The order rap- 
ped from his lips suddenly. 

Carefully, Ind studied the foreign 
object on his screen. It had shot up 
from the blue ball, trailing fire. Small, 
sleek, glistening. 

"A rocket! Salvage crew will bring 
it aboard." 

It took only moments. The magnet- 
ic grapplers drew the rocket close, 
through an open lock. There was no 
resistance. Soon, the gleaming 
needle was before Ind. 

"Life energy within, sir." That was 
one of the techs. 

A power torch cut through the rock- 
et's metal— and then it happened. 



Pandemonium. The earth creatures 
leaped through the opening. For a 
split second they stood, staring at 
their captors. By comparison with the 
aliens they were tiny— and in their 
eyes was none of the cold, inhuman 
intelligence which marked the aliens. 
In their eyes was— idiocy, nothing- 
ness. In their eyes was terror, no 
more. A terror which made them leap 
from where they stood, to beat 
against the alien ship's walls, to slam 
against crewmen, screaming and 
chattering, unreasoning. 

"Cut them down." Ind had seen 
enough. These were not creatures to 
fear. These earth creatures were not 
reasoning beings, despite their rock- 
et, despite their technology. 

A beam lanced out, charred the 
earth creatures into nothingness. 

Ind turned to his second in com- 
mand. "Battle orders rescinded. We 
have nothing to do here. We go on." 

The alien ship moved, gathered 
speed— and vanished. So swiftly that 
in seconds it was light years distant. 
It would never return . . . 

Doctor Steven Crane, deep within the 
bowels of his concrete bunker at White 
Sands took his eyes from the instru- 
ments before him and turned to his 
assistant : "No signal, Andy. Nothing. 
The rocket must have disintegrated 
in space. I guess— we've failed." 

Experimental Rocket C8— failure. 
That was how the record would note 
it. A pity. Crane had had high hopes. 
Yet he could still think of the rocket's 
passengers. "Too bad," he sighed. 
"Poor little monkeys. It seems a 
shame that they had to die— for noth- 
ing." 



mam 

The court-martial adjutant gives you tour reward for twenty years of selfless devotion to duty in 
a few terse, crisp phrases... and the verdict strikes you with the impact of a physical blow. you ve 
lived by an iron code of self-discipline, built up over half a lifetime in the harsh, diamond-hard 
emptiness of deep space. yet, even so, it is difficult to keep your face calm, immobile. you had expected 
loss of rank, perhaps even a penal sentence... but not this... 





